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parties in the vicinity of the tents ; there was their gay
canteen and there their humorous kitchen. The man of
the Gulf with his rich Venetian banter and the Sicilian
with his scaramouch tricks got on very well with the
gentle and polished Tuscan, and could amuse without
offending the high Roman soul; but there were some qnips
and cranks and sometimes some antics which were not
always relished by the simpler men from the islands,
and the offended eye of a Corsican sometimes seemed to
threaten l vendetta.'

About sunset, Colonel Campian led forth Theodora.
She was in female attire, and her long hair restrained
only by a fillet reached nearly to the ground. Her Olym-
pian brow seemed distended; a phosphoric light glittered
ID. her Hellenic eyes; a deep pink spot burnt upon each of
those cheeks usually so immaculately fair.

The General and the chief officers gathered round her
with their congratulations, but she would visit all the
quarters. She spoke to the men in all the dialects of
that land of many languages. The men of the Gulf, in
general of gigantic stature, dropped their merry Venetian
stories and fell down on their knees and kissed the hem of
her garment; the Scaramouch forgot his tricks, and wept
as he would to the Madonna; Tuscany and Rome made
speeches worthy of the Arno and the Forum; and the
Corsicans and the islanders unsheathed their poniards and
brandished them in the air, which is their mode of de-
noting affectionate devotion. As the night advanced, the
crescent moon glittering above the Apennine, Theodora
attended by the whole staff, having visited all the troops,
stopped at the chief fire of the camp, and in a voice which
might have maddened nations sang the hymn of Roman
liberty, the whole army ranged in ranks along the valley
joining in the solemn and triumphant choms.
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